WEST-WAV

A rich to slavery for men and machine,
Men change, machines scrape, invain later,
Ashame they for artificial trend lead,
Discontent they, look for contentment,
And soothe in saints* vision and preachings,
Seek protection for natural felts,.

A boeing above helicopter,

A speedy mobile beside another,

Before iron bars, behind a screaming girls,

A uncared wailing child, a sighing teenage,

Around a rough and rude surroundings,

Just a new born baby to force into.

Sources bright, opportunies many,

Immoral and illegal to riches,

To be pauper, to be vagaband,

To be terrorist, pirate or smuggler,

Avail no conductor, no instructor,

Nor indicator nor known etiquette,

Neither obeyance nor amicable,

Why born none knew, born, grown, lived and died,

For its own sake, without aim or rime,

"No man knows what happens next, in this country",